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Religion melts in ev'ry holy Eye; 
All comfortleſs, aſflicted, and forlorn 
She ſits on Earth, and weeps upon her Croſs, 
Weary of Man, and his deteſted Ways: 
Ev'n now ſhe ſeems to meditate her Flight, 


And waft her Angels to the Thrones above. 
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ARO M various accounts in ancient 

J Hiſtory, we read, that on the Death 
ot any great heathen Philoſopher, his 
Pupils, in honour to the Sage, erected 
Altars, and built Temples ſacred to his 
memory: If then the Heathens paid 
ſuch deference to theſe their teachers in 
Science and Morality, how much more 
ought we to conſecrate and immortalize 
the memory of thoſe by whoſe inſtruction 
and example we are trained up in the 
paths of Virtue, and led to the know- 
ledge of the Chriſtian Religion, to worſhip 
the living GOD in Spirit and in Truth. 
The 
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The Author of the following Poem was 
a conſtant hearer of the late Mr Toplady, 


whoſe advice was as Manna to his Soul, 
and his kind inſtructions the ſweeteſt 
balm in Life ; for he was as it were always 
in Gop's Preſence, by whoſe holy Spirit 
he was in weakneſs enabled to diſplay 
with power the glorious word of Truth, 
and bring many ſinners unto repent- 
ance. 


The reſpect he had for that great Alcides 
in the Calviniſtic cauſe, for the defence of 
which he was ſo famous, has induced 
the author to employ the beſt efforts of 
his Pen in honour to his memory; that 
men may be infpired with a due ſenſe 
of Religion by following his exalted piety, 
and reſt fully ſatisfied that there is no 
other way of attaining true felicity in 
this life, nor enjoying an eternal and un- 
interrupted ſtate of bliſs hereafter. 


However the enemies of the doctrines 
of FREE GRACE may ule every en- 
| deavour 


PREFACE. wi 


deavour to infuſe into the minds of their 
hearers that Mr Toplady ſeemed uneaſy, 
in his lateſt hours, that he had ſo ſtre- 
nuouſly defended the Calviniſtic princi- 
ples (with ſome other things relating to 
his controverſial writings, between him 
and his learned, though miſtaken adver- 
ſary ; to whoſe ſentiments only he died an 
enemy, though ſome miſguided people 
have accuſed Mr Toplady of being ſo to his 
perſon) his Dying Avowal is ſufficient to 
convince every candid reader, that he re- 
joiced even in his laſt moments that he 
had (in the hands of God) been a means 
to bring into contempt the pernicious doc- 
trines of Perfection and Free-will; and in 
a manner ſtopped the progreſs of ſo great 
an evil, equally injurious to the ſouls of 
men, as hateful in the eyes of a dying 
SAVIOUR, Whoſe blood alone ean cleanſe 
us from ſin, and make us worthy to 
partake of thoſe ineſtimable benefits pre- 
pared for all who believe in him, in his 
kingdom of Glory. 
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He means not to kindle the lamesg of con- 
tention afreſh, but niodeſtly to ſet forth 
the true caſe of the parties alluded to, that 
no one may be too harſh in judging of 
| either: Far be it from him a Youth of 
if Twenty to arraign and condemn the perſon 
| of a man of Seventy, At the ſame time, let 
| thoſe who, think his principles are ſound, 

||| follow his directions; ; whale the writer 19 
well grounded in, and zealouſſy attached 
to, the Doctrines taught by the Deceaſed, 
| whoſe pupil he was, and whoſe delightful 
| inſtructions he hopes to purfue till death. 
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8 full blown poppies overcharg'd with rain 
Decline thehead,andſinkingkiſs the plain: 
So ſinks the Saint, his beauteous head depreſt,” 
Beneath his pains AvevsTvs finks to teſt. 

In the blue heavens now he takes his ſeat 

And humbly worſhips at Immanvzr.'s feet. 
The waiting Seraphs of th' almighty King 

At his. arrival loud hoſannas ſing : 

His glorious Maſter for his prieſtly care 

Gives him a crown— This prize for ever wear; 
Wear it, when time, when years are roll'd away, 
Wear it, my Herald, thro? eternity: 

Wear it, when ſea ſhall be withaut a ſhore : : 


Wear i it, when ſuns ſhall riſe and ſet no more.” 
B 


* 


a 
O bleſt eſtate that now the Saint is in 


Stranger to pain, and more eſtrang'd to ſin: 


His ſoul's now melting at his Savious's love 
And joins. to praiſe him with the hoſt above: 
With them helives, with them he tunes his ſong, 
Harmonious themes employ the Seraph's tongue: 
Not Gabriel's ſelf can loftier anthems raiſe 

To higher notes, to give the Saviou praiſe. 


How. great the loſs to mortals cloth'd in clay 


When he from earth to heav'n was ſnatch'd away! 
How ſweet the words that from his lips did flow 


When free ſalvation he proclaim'd below ! 

In which lov'd taſk he great enjoyment found, 
Sweet to his ſoul was the harmonious ſound, 
To him it was a moſt divine delight, 
To point loſt ſinners to the land of light : 

To wean them from the things of time and ſenſe, 
And heav'nly bleſſings to their ſouls diſpenſe. 
Jzsvus, to ſcourge a world in vice inhum'd 
Has took the ſpirit, and the clay entomb'd : 
Cloth'd him in garments of a lovely white 
That charms the ſoul and captivates the ſight. 


j 


No eaſtern Monarch on his princely throne 


Howe'er array d could put ſuch glories on: 
In this fair dreſs he near his Saviour ſtands 
And joins in chorus with th' angelic bands. 
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Look you around how faſt his Heralds fly 
By his command up to their native ſky: 
They only live for ſuch as do approve | 
The matchleſs grace of God's unchanging love. 
Tis all in vain on men they ſpend heir breath 
Who walk the paths of everlaſting death, 
Fond to enjoy what never long can laſt, _ 
Yet know they'll rue it when the pleaſure's paſt. 
Not all the warnings that a friend can give 
Can make theſe madmen love their ſouls and live. 


Thou happy ſaint, how ſoon thy work was done! 
How ſhort the courſe thou hadſt on earth to run! 

Few were thy years,which thou didſt well employ 

To reach the ſummit of eternal joy, 

This world to thee, AucusTvus, was no more 

Than a ſmall atom caſt upon the ſhore ; | 

Thy ev'ry ſermon prov'd to ſinful man 

How ſhort and narrow is our mortal ſpan : 

And to convince us of the awful truth 

Thy early exit gave a fuller proof. 

Gop never gave his Church a ſurer guide 

Than thee to lead Joſt ſinners to his ſide : 

A great phyſician to the wounded heart, 

To whom he did peculiar gifts impart. 

Great were his labours in the Goſpel cauſe, 

Friend to the church, her doctrines and her laws: 
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Whene'er engag'd with vain miſtaken men 
Vers'd in each ſcience, matchleſs was his pen 
| Without effect they labour'd to deface - 

| God's r1xeD love, ELscTiIon, and FREE Grace, 
Expung'd thoſe tares adyerſe to all that's good, 
| ce Man his own Sav1ous, notredeeming blood.” 

| 


Tho' death has ſnatch'd the Champion far away 
No more to combat with his fellow clay, 

Fx ER Grace ſhall reign while Jesvs reigns above 
Nor all the powers of hell its throne remove. 


About whoſe mind the love of ſin yet lurks, 
Look to your hearts, examine if they're pure 

| From every blemiſh, and from ſin ſecure. 

| Ye perfe# bands, where nature lives no more, 
| Where paſſion's dead, and heal'd is ev'ry ſore; 
Deal with the world without a ſpeck or ſtain, 

| And in your breaſt all carnal thoughts are lain, 
| Whoſe hearts no other motion know but love, 
| That nought on earth the demi- god can move. 
| | 

| 


| 
| * Ye proud Arminians, fond of deeds and works, 
I 

| 


; And ſuch as hold the will is yet their own, 
| That till keep /elf on its all- pot ful throne : 
ö That as the windmill's turned by the wind 

| You have the pow'r as oft to change your mind; 
| To fly from fin whene'er the humour take 

i And ev'ry evil, luſtful thought forſake. 
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You are all heaw n thro one revolving day, 
But ere next morn again you're Satan's ꝓrey. 
To you that think your better works will fave 
Both ſoul and body when beyond the grave, 
Where are your merits worth a Saviou's love 
That can from yau the gen'ral.curſe remove? 
Is not your heart, your rebel heart within 
A foe to virtue, and a friend to ſinꝰ? 
Soon as firſt form'd your very ſhape was vile, 
Vour infant breaſt was fill'd with ſim ancl guile: 
Ere yau could ſpeak how oft did paſſion burn, 
And ſhew'd itſolf at every little turn: 
So as in ſtature and in years you. grew, - 
Theſe ſinful paſſions ſtill inoreas d with you: 
To ſtem which ſtreams coſt precious drops of 

bbload s to iis N 
Streams that flow!d freely fromra dying Goo. 
Did you its influence in your minds partake : . 
The ſacrifice wauld ev'ry feeling wake: 
Would give ſuch views of Jzsus' pardining love 
Your hearts from heav'n would no longer rove. 
Nor all the works that you have done on earth 
Like theſe would ſet his brighter glories forth. 
ELECTIx G love can only give you this, 
Whoſe ſure protection guides to endleſs bliſs: 
Without its aid you ne'er can be forgiv'n, 
Nor get admittance to the courts of heav'n. 


The two abovementioned lines are taken from part 
of a Work of the Authors, now printing. 


1 14 ] 


And ſuch as hold that doctrine truly vain 


That to perfection they can here attain ; 
That nature can from ſtubborn hearts be driv'n 
While cloth'd in clay and far remote from heav'n, 


O dread miſtake ! how fatal to the ſoul 
That reſts ſecure whereꝰ er ſuch fancies roll: 
Here Satan does his impious empire build 
And thouſands have againſt the rock been kill'd. 
Great Gon whatever dang'rous banks or ſhelves 
We run againſt, O keep us from ourſelves : 
Thus we run heedleſs in a per'lous road 


Becoming ſtrangers to a pard'ning Gov. 


Seeking relief, alas! they know not where; 


A ſinking refuge bord'ring on deſpair. 


Of all preſumptions none with this can vie, 
In its conceit, in peace you live and die ; 
Tis to the ſoul a dire lethargic ſtate, 

That's ne er convinc'd until in death it wake. 
In ev'ry ſhape tis odious to that Gop 

Who ſhed for us his dear redeeming blood. 
Could we. but rule and guide ourſelves aright 
We ſhould be precious in his lovely ſight ; 
Cxz1sT had no need to leave the ſtarry ſky 
To reſcue rebels that were doom'd to die ; 
But till retain'd his glorious ſeat above 
And ſpar'd profuſion of exceſſive love. 
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While health permitted ſtill we might have trod 
The paths of vice and been eſtrang'd to Gov, 
Till ſickneſs threaten and grim death's in view 
Still ev'ry praftis'd ſin we might purſue, 
Till dying pains ſhould ſeize our guilty breaſt : 
Then cry, « F orgive,” and fink to endleſs reſt. 


Ah! no, if death thus cloſe its PEPE door, 
And paſting bells proclaim, we are no more; 
In this fad ſtate, O mournful *tis to tell, | 
Unpleaſing truth! ſuch ſouls muſt wake in hell. 
Almighty King! give thou us eyes to ſee 
We have no hope ſave that we place in thee: 
We ſee no pleaſure, and enjoy no good 
Till we partake of Jzsv's cleanſing blood: 
Till true religion animates the mind, 

All ſhort of which but leaves a ſting behind. 


Such were the virtues of the man I ſing, 

A faithful ſervant of his Gop and King: 
The heav'n-born Saint that's rais'd above the ſky 
Upon the Saviouk's merits did rely: 
Well knew that not the nobleſt works on earth 
Together join'd, could give him heav'nly birth. 
FRRE GRace alone can make the act compleat, 
Lay man ſubmiſſive at his Maker's feet. 


112 
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| The work is his- in it we have no ſhare; »'/ 

| The work to-accompliſh; he diſdain'd: br 
1 His better life and dearer vital blood 

| Ts reconcile loſt finners-t0 . Gov: | 

| Te. . a ye fa ita gf the n 
1 That from Av6vsrvs heard the Goſpel word i 
ll Tho! from time, from you; he's ſnatch away, 


To his inſtructions due attention pay 

| | | The ſummer's gone, yet HibDite fruits ure here, 
| | | | Prize it as rubies; all its fweets revere. 
| = Peruſe them often in your fecter hours, 
| And to your ſouls theylbbe refreſhing ſhow'rs. 
| MS got PI =P kindy 


l! To lead td: Govyto mene 15 = 
f | | Teach you to live, and-ſhew! you how. to die. F4 
1 Ye weak in grace, who're apt to turn aſide, 

| Look on your Paſtor hew' he ivd and yd 
No more let ſin, nor all itz p] rs de 
Yout' ſouls are ſafe as long as you believe: 
Hold faſt the faith, and you he'll ne'er forſake, 
A lendet reed your Go will never bre. 
See great Auousrus triumphing in deatl, 
Sealing the doctrines with his dying breath. 

In loudeſt praiſes long as he could ſpeak -- 
He often did the nightly ſilence break: 


« Q 
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1 O my kind J sus thou art yet my ſtay, 
My joy by night, my ev'ry bliſs by day: 
Thro' ev'ry hour in mercy doſt impart 
Thy love divine to warm my dying heart. 
O ſend the ſummons, take me unto: 1 
And waft my ſpirit to eternity.” 
On death he looked as a partial friend, 
And bleſs'd the means that pointed to his end. | 


And ſhall a hint, 4 Einf of ach renown, 
Steal from the world, and ſeize a heav'nly crown, 
And not a voice to ſay, « The Herald's fled,” 
But all in ſilence weep Avcvsrus dead? 

No, the ſad news ſhall reach all mortal ears, 
Nor be forgotten in an age of years: 

Ages unborn ſhall thy ſad loſs deplore, 

And mourn that fam'd AugusTvus is no more. 
Where's now the man, the phcenix of the age, 
T' unfold the glories of the Goſpel page ? 
Alas! he's gone to dwell in worlds above, 
And ſing the triumphs of redeeming love. 
Well may the Church in ſable weeds be dreſs'd, 
And ev'ry thought of comfort now deteſt; 
Since he no more can grace her ſicred aile, 
Who lov'd the deeds of darkneſs to deſpoil: 
Whoſe ſoft-ton'd voice fo grateful to the ear, 
In ſoothing accents we no longer hear. 
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Fart Grace! Saivarion! he did ſound aloud 
In Zion's courts, unto the lining croud ; 
Till dire diſeaſe had prey'd' upon his lungs 
His pen did filence all calumnious tongues : + 
But all is finiſh'd, all his work is done, 
The Herald's called to his heav' nly home. 
I feel the fact, and mourn our ſafety's guide 
Our clear conductor to the Sa viovx's ſide. 
Could not th accompliſhments that learning 

gave 1 
Join all their pow'rs thy valu'd life to ſave 
From thedarkdungeon of the mould'ringgrave?- 
Nor all th' angelic graces that combin d 
The noble virtues of thy godlike mind: 
But ere his age life's ſummit did attain, _ 
Death with its dart the valu'd Saint has lain. 
Gop took | his life, a better one to give; 
Tis true he dy'd, but yet he dy'd to live. 
Not eaſe, nor worldly riches were his aim; 


His ſpirit kindled with ſeraphic flame 


To preach | the. tidings of redeeming blood, 
And lead loſt finners to a pard'ning God. 


 Thro' AL BTox's IsLE the Goſpel news he ſpread 


And wand'ring ſinners unto Ixsus led: 
Taught them to love, to bleſs his grace divine, 
His word revere, and reverence each line: 
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From holy ſcripture pointed out the way 
That men ſhould walk in, and their God obey : 
In tender pity firſt he ſtrove to raiſe | 
Their thoughts on high, to give the Sa viokpraiſe. 
Us'd all the pow'rs of reaſon to allure 
Their ſouls to God, and plead at mercy's door. 
Next $Sinai's trump in dreadful accents ſounds, 
Whoſe awful curſe the guilty conſcience wounds: 
Its roaring thunders, and its vengeful flame, 
He knew to point, and at whom to aim, 
Until the guilty he had wak'd to know, 
And ſee themſelves ingulph'd in endleſs woe. 
In vain till then the Goſpel arrow flies, 
Ere't reach the heart, it languiſhes and dies. 
Then ſad deſpair diſturbs the guilty breaſt, 
And ſenſe of ſin forbids the ſoul to reſt : 
But ere it ſink, he did the balm impart, 
And rais'd the ſpirits of the broken heart : 
Unveils the bleſſings of a Saviour's love, 
And from the mind each dread ſenſation move. 
Then he was mild, was gentle and ſerene, 
And led them on to love the heav'nly theme : 
Their faith t' eſtabliſh in the Chriſtian race, 
And to adore the works of ſov'reign grace: 


To ſet the glories of our Gop in view, 


And bid us hence its peaceful paths purſue. 
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When he did ſpeak of CarisT's incarnate love, 
His Death, his Paſſion, or his SufF rings prove, 
Each hearer melted at the diſmal tale 
And all around his agonies bewail. 


11 For you he ſuffer'd, twas for you he dy'd, 


For you his blood guſh'd from his wounded ſide, 
Yea more! your ſins, and curled unbelief, 
Were the ſole cauſes of your Saviour's grief; 


| Yet for your ſouls the dreadful curſe he bore, 


For you, the nails his ſacred hands have tore. 


* Lock at his croſs, and drop a piteous tear, 


With joy exult your guilt was finiſh'd there. 
And can you ſtill, {till love thoſe hated things, 
And crucify him daily with new fins ? 


wi Conſider how he did your caſe bemoan, 


That every bleſſing coſt his heart a groan. 
Conſider too, he left his heav'nly ſear, 


nh To waſhyou clean, and make your bliſs complete. 
|] 
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Ye.ſons of men, your thankful voices raiſe, 
Let ev'ry thought, and ev'ry word be praiſe. 
Sing how he conquer'd death your fatal foe 
Sing how he's chain'd the pow'rs of hell below : 
Sing how he triumph'd o'er the irkſome grave, 
When for loſt man his precious life he gave. 
Sing how he roſe up to his Father's throne : 
Sing of the glories of the great THREE ONE ; 
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Sing how he reigns with Gop enthron'd on high, 
Sing how he pleads for ſinners doom'd to die: 
Sing how he reſcues, at their parting breath, 
Returning rebels from eternal death. 

Tho? your crimes be red as crimſon die 

If on his merits only, you rely, 

If he's your rock, your refuge and your tow'r, 
His grace will fave in ev'ry trying hour. 
Almighty Sov'reign of the ſpacious earth 

O deign to ſend thy pard'ning mercies forth ; 
Stop the vile ſinner in his mad career, 

Enur'd to vice, no dangers know nor fears 
The aged man with locks of whiteſt hue, 
That's old in fin, create his ſoul anew: 

His ſun is ſetting never more to riſe 

Till thou ſhalt waft him to the upper ſkies. 
Teach all mankind thy mercies, Lox, to ſing, 
To hail thee their Deliv'rer and their King : 
Fix'd as a ſtatue by the Artiſt's hand, 
Without thy aid unmoveable they ſtand : 


Thy friendly arm can turn their hearts from vice 


And ſtab the thought of ev'ry dark ſurmiſe. 
O ſave the guilty, ſpare their fleeting breath, - 
And ſhew them mercy in the hour of death. 


Now 1s the day, thi accepted day of grace , 
Now beams bright mercy in the Saviour's face. 
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O ſeek the joys, the heav'nly j joys divine, 
Each individual call the bleſſing, « mine : 

No other thought be hid within your breaſt, 
Than longing after this diviner reſt : | 
This glorious banquet kept by ſaints above, 
And hymn the praiſes of redeeming love : 
No other theme your voices ſhould employ, 
Here fix the baſis of your ev'ry joy : 

Nor change your ſtate for gold or ſilver ore; 
You ſhould be Gop's, and Gop alone adore,” 


Such were the accents dwelt upon his tongue, 
Such were the ſtile in which he ever ſung : 
Such to diſplay his better health impair'd : 
Theſe in defending, Death his life enſnar'd “. 
Adieu my Paſtor, heav'nly Guide and Friend, 
Theſe courteous names with thee are at an end: 
The man in whom I took ſo much delight, 
Alas ! for me, is baniſh'd from my ſight, 

No more from him the ſacred word I hear, 
But live to mourn AvocvsTvs' 'ſcutheon'd bier: 
Wou'd he had liv'd to grace another age, 

To have fill'd th ſequel of a longer page. 
While I the tidings of his death rehearſe 

In plaintive moanings of elegiac verſe; 


The indefatigable labours and ſtudies which Mr 
Tor rp fo cloſely purſued through the whole courſe of 
his life, as is the received opinion of his friends, was the 
cauſe of bringing on that fatal diſorder which terminated 
in his death, 
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Grief that compels the ſtarting tear to flow, 
Broods o'er the theme in filent droping woe. 
What is the world, its joys, its greateſt good, 
Now he is gone, that gave me heav'nly food? 
Ye wheels of time amend your tardy pace, 
And bring the day that ends my pilgrim race, 


How faſt the ſoul that's truly born of Gop, 
Is upwards tending to its bleſs'd abode. 
What's health or riches, utmoſt height of pow'r, 
But empty ſhadows of a fading hour ? 

Whar's youth, with all its ſenſual ſweets around, 
An empty bubble, and a fleeting ſound ? 
What riper years ?—our miſery to crown, 
When with its ſithe death mowsthe aged down, 
Some glide more eafy thro' this vale of tears, 
While ſorrows fill the term of others' years. 
But at the beſt this life's a thorny way, 
Thro? which we travel to eternal day. 

O heav'nly Pilot waft me to yon ſhore 

Where pain and grief, and ſorrow is no more. 
On that bleſs'd port I'll fix my longing eyes 
And hence be loſt to all below the ſkies. 
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